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an admirable and most characteristic picture. "When I retired
for the night, I found it almost impossible to sleep : the idea of
being under the roof of Scott; of being on the Borders on the
Tweed; in the very centre of that region which had, for some
time past, been the favorite scene of romantic fiction; and,
above all, the recollections of the ramble I had taken, the com-
pany in which I had taken it, and the conversation which had
passed, all fermented in my mind, and nearly drove sleep from
my pillow.
" On the following morning the sun darted his beams from
over the hills through the low lattice of my window. I rose at
an early hour, and looked out between the branches of eglantine
which overhung the casement. To my surprise, Scott was al-
ready up, and forth, seated on a fragment of stone, and chatting
with the workmen employed in the new building. I had sup-
posed, after the time he had wasted upon me yesterday, he
would be closely occupied this morning: but he appeared like
a man of leisure, who had nothing to do but bask in the sun-
shine, and amuse himself. I soon dressed myself and joined
him. He talked about his proposed plans of Abbotsford:
happy would it have been for him could he have contented him-
self with his delightful little vine-covered cottage, and the sim-
ple, yet hearty and hospitable, style in which he lived at the
time of my visit." l
Among other visitors who succeeded the distinguished
American that autumn, were Lady Byron, the wife of the
poet, and the great artist, Mr., now Sir David Wilkie,
who then executed for Captain Ferguson that pleasing
little picture, in which Scott and his family are repre-
sented as a group of peasants, while the gallant soldier
1 [That this visit remained a vivid and delightful memory to the end of
Irvine's life is shown in some words spoken not long before his death:
" Oh I Scott was a master spirit—; as glorious in his conversation as in his
writings. Jeffrey was delightful, and had eloquent runs in conversation ;
but there was a consciousness of talent with it. Scott had nothing of that.
He spoke from the fulness of his mind, pouring out an incessant flow of
anecdote, story, with dashes of humor, and then never monopolizing, but
always ready to listen to and appreciate what came from others. I never
felt such a consciousness of happiness as when under his roof." — Wash-
ington Irving Life and Letters, vol. iv. p. 260.]

